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nor vein, rested on the back of a seat, and my active fancy
imagined the rest to be in harmony. The graceful folds of
her muslin robe displayed the contour of her figure in all its
perfection, and only hid the living satin of the surface. I
longed to gaze in her eyes and read her mind therein. The
Oriental costume is like a fine glaze spread over a porcelain
vase, to prevent one from touching the flowers and figures
painted on itj it hardly, if at all, interferes with the pleasure
of the eye.
JosoufFs wife wore a skirt which did not hide the sym-
metry of her limbs, the roundness of her hips, the slender
grace of her waist, which was encircled by a belt richly em-
broidered in silver and precious stones. She had a breast on
which Apelles might have modelled that of his Venus.
Beside myself with admiration, I stretched out my arm
with an almost involuntary movement, and my audacious
hand would have lifted the veil, had she not prevented me by
raising herself lightly on the point of her pretty feet: sha
then reproached me in a voice as imposing as her posture.
'Dost thou merit the friendship of Josouff,' she asked, 'and
seekest to violate his hospitality by insulting his wife?'
'Madam, you must pardon me. In my country the meanest
of men may look on the face of a queen/
'Yes; but not tear off her veil when she is covered. Josouflf
shall avenge me.*
This threat frightened me. I flung myself at her feet, and
after much persuasion succeeded in calming her.
I took her hand, which she allowed, and she was listening;
complacently to my compliments, when her husband entered.
He embraced me, and thanked his wife for having kept me*
company, then giving her his arm, led her back to her apart-
ments.
I related this adventure to M. de Bonneval, who smiled
when I told him of the risk I had run in trying to raise
her veil.
'This Greek/ said he, 'was only laughing at you. You
ran no danger; believe me, she is simply vexed at having had